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had neither undone the fastenings nor pulled up
the  blinds.   Sebastian  tugged  impatiently, un-
reasonably  irritated with  his  servants for the
efficiency with which they performed their duties.
He was as irritated as when he sometimes arrived
at Chevron without warning during the London
season and found all the furniture piled into the
middle of the rooms under dust-sheets. Then he
grumbled at Mrs. Wickenden for the thorough-
ness that he really respected. At last he got out,
having triumphed over the library shutters; Henry
rushed in advance into the snow, tossing it up
with his nose; Sarah followed more circumspectly,
snuffing, looking back at Sebastian to know what.
this unfamiliar white grass might portend; they
both ran, little brown shapes, snuffing, hither and
thither, and Sebastian came after, at first reluctant
to break the thick white carpet, then kicking it up
with pleasure, seeing the powdery snow fluff up
before his toe-caps as he kicked; and so he crossed
the space to the path and the brushing gardeners,
and taking a broom from one of the men he sent
him off on other business.

A red ball of sun was coming up behind the
trees; there was now a long stretch of path swept
clear; Sebastian swept with such vigour that he
constantly found himself outdistancing his com-
panion. The cold air and the exercise made him
tingle; his spirits rose; he chaffed the other mm
on his slow, steady progress. "See if I don't
my share in half the time, Godden." "All
well, your Grace; but your Grace hasn't g